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notes of what I did not understand. It
was a strange medley of my uncle's books
that I took Into that room: J. W. Cross's
"Life of George Eliot." Lewis's "Life of
Goethe," "English Humorist* of the EighteenthCentury," "Corinne," Walt Whitman,
Keats, Longfellow, Emerson, Shakespeare,
Milton, Tennyson, Daudet and Balzac, &c.
Our long evenings at home were spent

either at the piano or playing chess, or

listening to my mother singing to her
guitar, or to my ancle reading aloud. We
talked a lot of nonsense, too. He was wise
and witty, and listened with grave eyes
full of affection; I think he knew there
was something in my heart I could not
speak of, and be wondered what outlet I
would find. We loved arguments and discussions,and then there were beloved cats
and dogs and other pets.
On my return from Paris a cousin of

my father, Mrs. Eliza Hogarth, a woman

of some means, heard me play the piano
and offered to have me trained, so it was

arranged that I should go to the Guildhall
School of Music twice a week
from Dulwich for my lessons. Afterthe second term my music
master suggested that I go in with
365 other girls, for a scholarship,
which would give me three years'
free musical tuition in Leipslc. I
won the scholarship. Why I never

took it up belongs to another
chapter.
At a card party I first met my

"

future husband, Patrick Campbell, |
His father had been manager in <

^
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of India, Australia and China.
He had retired and owned a large ^ v

place, Belmont Stranraer; also an

old fashioned house with large
lawns and trees and bushes, "Ellerslie,"on Sydenham Hill.
When I first met Pat he was 20,

I was 17. He had just left Wellington.His brother Alan Camp- J jg
bell, of the Seventy-second High-
landers, had distinguished him- I
self at Tel-el Kebir.
Pat was good looking. He had BIS

an unusually well bred and gentle
manner and a great love for his ^
home and people and a passion
for his dead mother. His father ^
had married again and there were

'

many step-children.all were dear
to Pat. L
A devoted old keeper at Bel- Ml «l

mont had taught him the names E&f
of birds and wild flowers.a black
speck in the sky I could scareely
see had its name, its character §1|q«
and its ways for Pat; a little 0H
flower that to me was just a color, §r«p
for him was a little life with its asp
family and its home. fjP

Pat managed a boat like a ma- fw'
gician. I remember a wonderful j®
long day on the Thames. Pat S
looked only at me.ithe boat went If
without effort or sound, quick and B
straight.in the locks we seemed |
alone.silence was between me.

the golden glory of the dawn be-
fore passion Is born ~^w
We picked wild flowers together. ^

I remember a little bird flying
into my hand and Pat's words,
"Even the wild birds love you!"
We eloped within four months Qn#

ef our first meeting and were marriedat St. Helen's Church. Bishopsgatestreet.
One thing I can never forget.my

mother's face and her heartbroken cry
when I told her.

After more than thlrty-flve years of
life.with Its battles, Its wounds, Its sickeningpain.It 1b not easy to write of the Joy
of that first love.

Incapable of pause or reckoning, with the
divine faith and courage of fearless children,we faced the world we thought ours

and paid the price bravely.
Slowly came the awakening to the responsibilityof the two children, born

within three years, and a delicate htfbband
ordered abroad for his health, and the
dawning knowledge that the responsibility
of those two children's lives was mine.

I can remember vividly a hot summer

night. I could not sleep. The moon shone
through the open window and I lay trying
to see into the future. At about 2 o'clock
I was overcome with restless anxiety, I
slipped out of bed, taking care not to
awaken Pat, and. throwing on a wrap, crept
downstairs and opened the door of the
garden.

I walked up and down that narrow little
garden, every now and then looking up at
the window of Hhe room where my husbandand little eon were asleep, until daylight,thinking and wondering what was

to be done. I knew Pat was not strong
enough to continue working In the city and
that I must help. I could not Imagine
wnm worn 1 I'UUIU UV. i uau kikiii uy Ui,

musical scholarship, and so I was not

qualified for a musical career. My lovely
baby and other coming in a few weeks
must bo provided for. I was bewildered.
lost.
With the daylight something entered my

soul, and has never since left mo.It
seemed to cover me like a fins veil of steel,
giving me a strange sense of sscnrlty.
Slowly I became conscious that within
tnyiclf lay the strength I needed and that
I must never be afraid.
Was it the birth of self-reliance.or that

giant spirit."the sense of responsibility"
beating against my heart, or the call of my
"secret"? I cannot say. 1 know I went
quietly back to bed in the gray light of the
morning with a new courage and a new

hope.
Tat was earning less than £100 a ysar in
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the city, and his delicate health was alarming.His mother had died of consumption
three years after his birth, and I fancy this
preyed on my mind. The failure of -the old
Oriental Bank had practically ruined my
father-in-law.
Then my little girl was born."a little

Queen, with such beautiful hands," my
mother said.
About two months later I was asked to

play the leading part at the Anomalies DramaticClub, owing to one of the members

«-* \v

of Mrs. "Pat's" most memorable scenes in '

Court

baring fallen 111. I felt very unhappy and
uncertain. The Idea seemed to terrify me.

My friends said It would cheer me up and
amuie me.

Some one, I don't know who, had fixed in

my mind when I was very young that Art
was a "form of prayer," and 1 couldn't
regard it as an amusement, but my seriousnesswas overcome In the end by Pat, who

persuaded me to accept.
The Anomalies Dramatic Club was composedof 365 members, who each paid a

subscription of £3 3s. a year. The club
gave three performances a year of two

plays. The performance took place in the
Town Hall.
This extract from The Stage shows that

(I met with some success:
" 'In his Power,' by Mark Qulnton, 18th

November, 1886. The Anomalies are fortunateIn counting Mrs. Campbell as one
of their members. It was this lady's
first appearance on any stage on Thurs-
uay, «uiu uci ycuuiiuauto noo cue* vi-w* w

the more extraordinary. Mrs. Campbell
possesses a natural depth of pathos and
yet a power and earnestness, which,
joined to a graceful, easy manner and
charming presenco, render her a most
valuable acquisition."
Pat's health became worse, and at last

he was ordered by the doctor to take a sea

voyage. It was suggested he should go to
Brisbane, where a relative of his, William
Ross, was at the moment. The thought of
the parting was misery to us both, but the
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peratlve. It was arranged that If Pat succeededin finding work the children and I
would join him.
The day he left my sister and I went to

the station to see him off. I don't know
how it happened, but wo missed him. I
fainted in the station. Some one in nurse's
uniform lifted my head and gave me water.
I can remember well the agony in my heart
and brain as I realized the tragedy of the
parting.
The following telegram Is among my old

papers:
"Good-bye, darling; did my best to see

. f
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you. Dare not miss another train. Perhapsit was better. Pat."
Had any of us realized the sort of difficultiesa boy of Pat's nature would have

to encounter, with no capital and delicate
health, we never would have let him go on

from Brisbane to Sydney and then on to
Mashonaland. He and I both believed with
the optimism of children in every new venturehe undertook. I was sure

he would make enough to send / /
for me and the children soon. , *g A

/ // I

f-Jgf

'Beyond Human Power."
esyTheatre Magazine.

And in those first years of our pain our

dream of the joy of reunion gave our hearts

courage.
The following are a few extracts from

the himdreds of letters Pat wrote to me

durlna the six and a half years he was

away. The world has invented many
strange stories about me, so the truth of
our young lives and struggle may be of
interest.

"Brisbane,
"15th December, 1887.

"Fairly good news, my own, own

darling. I have got a berth in the B. I.
Company's office, £2 a week to commence

with, and I think it will increase soon.

I started to work yesterday. Some of
the fellows seem Very nice; the hours are
from 9 to 5:30. It isn't very much,
darling, but anyway it is a start.

"I got all your dear, sweet letters today,five forwarded on from Aden and
one direct to Brisbane. My darling, do
you know what these letters are to me?
"The old Duke of Buecleurh went away

to-day. It made me quite sad all day.
They would willingly have taken me

back to England with them. It took all
my strength of will not to go with them.

"Act as much aB you like. I know
you love me; that is enough."
N. B..After Pat left England I played

again with the Anomalies Dramatic Companyin "Blow for Blow," "A Buried Talent"and "The Money Spinner."
"Brisbane,

"21st February, 1888.
"My own darling:

"I have been laid up in bed for the
last ten days with a touch of colored
fever, but I am all right now, only It has
left me very weak. You need not be
frightened, the climate seems to suit me

splendidly. They say most young fellows
get a touch of fever when they first come ]
out.

"It was awful work being laid up with- l
out you to look after me. I was very 1
bad for three days, off my head alto- ]
gather. One or two people were very i

kind. I am rather glad I have bad It, as
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characterizations of "Colonel Newcome."He is frequently mentioned in
Mrs. Campbell's memoirs.

one has to go through it, and it might
have been much worse.

"Nothing new out here."
Three months afterward he wrote:

"Kimberley,
"17th September, 1888.

"My own darling:
"I got your sweet letter on Saturday,

inclosing the one written to you by my
father. I am writing him a long letter

by this mall.
"You will have got Ross's cable to my

father about my billet by now. I do
hope, my darling, it was a comfort.

"I get £300 a year to start. My predecessor,who was only five months in the
company, and then lost the post through
drink, got a rise of £50 at the end of
three months. I do hope I get the same.

Ross thinks I will be able to get somethingbetter soon. Things are very dull
Just now. The elections are on next
month.
"This seems a splendid place for makingmoney. I do hope 1 can only get a

start. I know Ross will put me in the
way ot anything good.

"Stella, wife, will you ever forgive the
misery I have been the cause of to you?
Darling, I will try and make up for it
all when I have you with me again. Oh,
when will it be?

"I am so glad to know that the acting
has made you happier. Pat."
Then Pat ,went on to Mnahonaland.

nometimes prospecting with vain hopes of
concessions and settlements, and later I
heard of his big game shooting with Selous.
How he must have l<#ed that!
Then followed many weeks and no letters.and Pat could only send money very

Irregularly. So at last it was decided that
r should take up the stage professionally,
ind I had already written asking for Pat's
permission, which he had given. And I
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some experience and success In my performancesat the Anomalies Dramatic Club.
The following letter from my dear old

friend, "Aunt Kate," gDes a vivid impressionof the attitude taken by some people
toward the theatrical profession in those

days:
"34 Avenue de Villiers,

"Paris,
"8th October, 1886.

"My dear Beatrice,
"Since I received your first letter I

have felt almost unable to write. The
shock it gave me I could never explain
to you, nor would you understand 4t.
Nor did I quite realize before how dear

you were to me. I should hardly have
believed that losing you would, after all,
have caused me such infinite pain.

"Poor, unfortunate child, may God help
you, if, as you say, the die for evil is
cast! I can only pray, as the only chance
to save you, that you make too decided a

failure ever to try again.
"Good God, how could you think I

could write and wish you success? How
thankful I feel that it was not whilst
uHfh that vmi tnnlr fh« wrnn» tilTn-

ing. Mrs. Hogarth Is a vulgar mind.
she made, too, in one of her letters observationswhich decided me about her.
I-forget, but to the effect that It matteredlittle about you if you got money.
"But your mother! I should have

thought her the very last to allow you to
enter on such a path!

"Ah, well, I do not think any one ever

loved my poor little child as I did. Althoughour meetings were difficult, I
knew you were there.I felt I had one
other tie to earth. And when you were
the first rate musician whiclf I have
never doubted your becoming 1 hoped
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concerts, and over here, what a Joy to
have heard you.and your praise! For
that would have been honest and reputablepraise. Whilst gaining which you
could have held up your head In any
society. Oh, my poor Beatrice, you can
form no Idea.you have yet to learn.
the shame, the humiliation of seeing
yourself despised by decent people.
"Even the admlratton of the mob will

not make up for it to you. You have too
much Intelligence for that, and, I had
thought, too much pride.

"I now see your reason for leaving me
so many weeks without a letter; you
would not hint at it till too late. And
yet, of course, no remonstrance would
ever stop you! How could they allow
and encourage your first home attempts?
"How can a wortian bid with pleasure

farewell to her best and happiest heritage.name,reputation, affection.to
allow nor every iook ana movement to be
criticized by all the common jeering
mouths and minds of the public! And
this was once dear little Beatrice.the
poor little girl who spent one happy
year In Paris with her 'Aunt Kate!'
"What a dream it will be to you in ,

your future riotous life? In fact I am
wretched . such a sorrow and disappointmentof what I thought in store for
my darling. However, let me have my
own feelings alone.they are nothing In
the matter; and the past is gone. I
must try to forget tTiat dream.
"Should you succeed there may at last

he money; but what is that to those
around you all? It your future nothing,your happiness?

"Well, Texas would hare been better
than this! On the receipt of your letter
of six weeks back I told Charley you
had some secret plnn In view of 'exquisiteJoy.' I said, almost with bated
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Iri. Campbell enjoyed many of her
ccenei.

breath, 'Is It the stage.an actress?'
He looked grave, and said I had no right
to imagine such a thing. Beatrice was

frivolous, but he knew you better than
that your nature would ever let you sink
to that, so low. And now he has listened,
but answered not a word, and only
looked doubly grave.
"Oh, think what a charm your music

might have cast on all circles where you
entered! And I should have felt my
poor old heart beat with pleasure when
you told me. God forbid I should tell
any more than necessary of this yaw
last horrid fancy!
"A painful effort this letter Is. Bat6

wuuiu nui wine uni.ii a aay or two OBQ
a little cooled and calmed mm. I an
anything but strong yet
"See what it is to let a young ahOd
grow up without any guidance. Parents
cannot begin too young. Here is
nature, with so much in it loving and
good.which might have been turned
for happiness to herself and all around!
And now lost. Can I who knew and appreciatedit (alas! all too late) be otherwisethan sad and mlserablo? Would
that I could have kept you ever here
with me.

"I jnust bid you good-bye, Beatrice,
believe me, with much sorrow and sympathywith you and your Ill-governed
Impulses. I may have said harsh or
painful things. I grieve to cause you
pain, my dear, but you rightly wero expectingIt must be so. You know my
disgust for that class to which you are
going to ally yourself.our disgust. I
might say.and to think that one we
loved, and had lately In our midst, goes,
and with pleasure, Into such a set.to
be one of them!
"Then forgive me If I speak my mind;

I never could flatter or pretend what I
did not feel. What I do feel most painfullyIs grief for you. And also much
sympathy for you In the wretched life
which you must have been going
through.
But my words and thoughts can matterlittle now.you will be in too great

a state of over-excitement to think of
calm lives such as ours over here.
"May your health not break down (©r,

who knows? that might bo the best
thing)!
"With heartfelt anguish and sorrow

and pity for yourself, dear Beatrice, also
much sympathy, for you must suffer
deeply! You cannot leave all promise
of youth and kindred.all the past.for
such a life.and be happy! Oh, no, I
feel much for the heart, which I fancied
I knew better than others did, and which
I surely had found. Poor, dear child,
good-bye. T cannot see for my tears.
Oh. Beatrice, how could "Tou? I lored
you too truly not to grieve bitterly the
breaking of your young life, which to me
millions could never make up for.

"Your still fond aunt.
"KATHERINE BAILEY."

I was given an Introduction by Mr F.
W. Macklln, a good actor who sometimes
played for the Anomalies Dramatic Club.
lo an agent. Harrington Bally, whose office
wa9 In a street off the Strand, the tdea
tetng that I should pay a guinea fee. put
my name down on his hooks, tell him what
xperlence I had had as nn amateur, an*
le would take note of my appearance,
fee., and let me know when he had anyihingto offer.
As I was looking for his number, I saw

t poor cat in the gutter by the pavement
licking two little drowned kittens; she
iras mewing over them pitiably. This upletme. I found Mr. Baliy's door and went
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